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Disclaimers: These people belong to Lars' lawyers, not me, and |, for one, like it that way. This never happened, 
though if it did, video on Ebay please. Tis all a figment of my imagination. And if you think people are silly 
enough to pay me for this, why am | still working for a living? The lyrics used belong to the Almighty Hetfield, 
and are used with much respect, but no permission. 

~James' POV~ 

Fuck, | wish they'd stop that. 


I'm not sure exactly what they're trying to do to me, or even they have a fucking clue they *are* doing 
something to me. 


Either way, | just wish they'd fucking stop! 


It wasn't enough that | had to live through the photo shoot from hell watching Kirk attempt to crawl inside 


Lars, via his mouth. Fuck no. That was never going to be enough was it? 


How about getting to watch Kirk allow, and yes | do fucking mean allow, Jason to slide his arm around his 


shoulder and pull him just close enough to be swamped in the heat Kirk projects just by breathing. 

That should have ended my fucking torture, right? 

Wrong, wrong, and so very fucking wrong. 

Because | then got the everlasting fucking thrill of it being time for the shoot involving just him and me. 
Fucking waste of time that was! He was all over Lars, cuddly with Jase and barely in the same fucking frame 
as me. 

Exactly one was useable. 

We won't even get into the band shots where he all but turned cartwheels to get out of standing next to me, 
will we? Would it have been too much for him to look in my direction, just once? In case you're wondering, the 
answer to that question is yes. 

Which all brings me back to | wish they'd fucking stop that. 

Kirk is ‘helping’ Lars open a bottle of champagne. As in arms wrapped around arms, hands holding hands, cock 
pressed hard against ass and wiggling type helping. As if Lars ever needs helping opening a bottle of anything, 
let alone champagne. 

As if Kirk's actually doing anything vaguely like fucking helping. 

As if | should be giving a motherfucking damn. 

Damn. This is meant to be a celebration, the traditional "Thank Fuck That's Over" party we more than deserve 
by the time the album is in the can. A fairly simple tradition of listening to the end product and getting too 
drunk to even crawl to bed 

| haven't been feeling much like getting drunk lately, although tonight could be the exception. 


| wish they'd fucking stop that. 


The carbonated pop of the champagne cork finally rings out, and you can let him go now, Kirk, really you can, 


He can pour the shit by himself. 
Why is Jason looking at me like that? 
Fuck, really is the only word that comes to mind. 


As in fuck Kirk. 


Nope, my bad, that's Lars’ job. 
Fuck. 
"Het. Het!" 


Huh? Shit, the Sargent Major is waving champagne under my nose. When did he move? When did Kirk let him 
go? 


Oh for fuck's sake, Hetfield, get over it. Reach for the glass, James, there's a plan 

"Thanks, dick" 

Without even thinking about it, | duck the hand that reaches out to clip me across the ears. 

Yeah, we work better at slapstick than Abbot and Costello ever did. Fucking shame we're musicians 

| do resist the urge to throw the drink, crystal fucking flute and all (who the fuck let Lars go shopping for the 
supplies for tonight, ve got champagne and caviar, | wanted beer and nuts. Fuck) right at the little prick when 
he curls back around Kirk 

| settle for downing the glass in one hit 

Hey, it's all alcohol to me, right? 

Alcohol that goes straight to my fucking head. How long has it been since | drank, again? 

"Take it easy, Het. You're meant to wait for the toasts, remember?" 

Who said that? Jason? 


"So hand me another glass, push the button that makes noise come out, and somebody make the first toast” 


| hold my glass out into thin air. | have no fucking idea who fills it. I'd have to care to be bothered about 
paying attention, right? 


I'm being a good boy this time. | only take another mouth full before the toasts start. 
Jason starts. He fucking would. 


"Well, it's been a fuck of journey, but a journey, none the less. We've all come out the other side, a little 
lighter, older, wiser." 


Fuck it. Is boring something Jason puts on in the morning like most people put on underwear - or not put on 
underwear as in the case of the slutty guitarist? 


".. And if nothing else, | no longer have to look forward to finding Kirk's hair in everything from my cereal to 
my bass strings." 


Well, Jason thinks he's funny. 

Kirk's giggling because Lars' lips are at his ear. | think 

"Next fuckerrrr." l'm growling, yes. | care, no. 

Lars raises his mouth from Kirk's ear and his glass from his lap. Good boy. 

"Thank fuck that's in the can" 

The mouth returns to Kirk's ear, and to whatever the fuck he's doing with his lips and tongue. 
He who never shuts up, and that's all we get? ‘Thank fuck that's done’? 


Well, on the upside, | now need another refill before Kirk graces us with something it'll take us days to figure 
out that we have fuck all chance of figuring it out at all 


Huh? 

Well this just gets finer doesn't it? Lars is whispering to Kirk and Kirk is giggling. Giggling! Isn't there like an age 
limit on giggling? If there isn't there should be. And yeah, that really fucking explains why I'm shifting my hips, 
suddenly praying my jeans will grow a size or two. 

You know, this champagne shit kind of grows on you. Vaguely like Lars and fungus. 

One more fucking giggle before Kirk finally pushes Lars away - a-fucking-men - raises his class and begins- 
To fucking giggle some more. 

People are going to die. 

"To a new world. A new style, one that didn't go out with acid wash jeans, a new look, thankfully one not too l- 
ride-a-harley-and-my-name-is-Butch, a new beginning, cos the old one sucked, and some new music, and 


whatever else we managed to fuck with over the last IO months." 


I'm worried. My glass is empty and Kirk made sense. 


Solution? 
| need another drink. 


The bottles empty? But, as if by magic, or by Lars - both involve sliding shit by you that you just don't see - 


a new one appears. At least | think it's only one. 
Oh yeah. My turn 

Fuck, 

That's another half a glass gone. 

Yeah. Speech. 


"Well, it's probably not what we expected when we walked into this fucking chamber of horrors. But it was a 


journey, it's done, and it's new, I'll give all of you fuckers that." 
My glass is empty again 

Okay. 

Kirk's stopped giggling. 

Better. 


Lars' mouth had stopped too, though his fucking hands are starting to rub at hips now, those hips, those 
newly flamed hips.. 


Whoa, back up that truck there, James. 

Jason's still here? 

Why are they waiting? 

Fuck yeah, speech. 

Okay. 

"Yeah. Ummm, fuck. Let's just listen to the prick of a thing, huh?" 


Without thinking, cause | can't, and even if | could, I'd still fucking do it, | raise my face to the ceiling. We're 


indoors, and up is up, the sky's there somewhere. Leave me the fuck alone. 
Yeah, I'm raising my glass and it's full again. Nope, | have no fucking idea how. 
"Let's know what you think, dude." 

Two glasses rise To mine, one just waves vaguely in front of his face. 

Get over it, Newkid. 

Somebody hits something and the raucous beat begins. 

‘Out of my way 

Out of my day 

Out of your mind and into mine.." 

Fuck this. 

lm fairly sure my brain rattles when | fall back against the sofa, but who the fuck cares, right? 
Not Kirk, because Lars is fucking cleaning his ear with his tongue. 


Okay, that's a mental image | didn't need. 


My eyes close. If | don't see them, they go away right? By the way, have | introduced myself? James Hetfield, 


Ostrich, at your service. 

Like | said, fuck this. 

"Dragging me down 

Why you around? 

So useless 

It ain't my fall 

It aint my call 

It aint my bitch" 

No, he's Lars’. 

Glass is empty again and the sofa is starting to feel just a little like a carnival ride. Opening eyes again now. 


"For fuck's sake, Ulrich, leave him alone. You don't know where he's been" 


Okay growling that out loud was not really what | had in mind. 


| didn't fucking slap you, Quirk, so why are you cringing like that? 


Lars just creeps an arm around Kirk's shoulders and pulls him closer - oh yeah like that's fucking possible - 
and again does the ear thing. 


"| know exactly where he's been, Het. Don't growl and grump at me because you don't have the fucking balls to 


just come out and ask" 

Ignoring that. And them. 

| need a piss. Barely avoiding breaking my neck, because Newkid having to move those spider limbs he calls legs, 
would have been all together too much trouble. | ever so gently slam the crystal whatsits on the table and 
stomp from the room with my head held high. 


| fucking wish. 


The sound of Kirk's slide solo follows, which brings the image of him damn near shooting his wad over 


recording it, into perfect focus. 

How the fuck am | meant to piss with this hard on? 

| can still hear that solo. 

No, | wasn't planning on leaning over the toilet bowl, one arm pillowing my head against the wall, the other hand 
wrapped loosely around my cock. But here | stand anyway. God, how much longer can | do this? Ignore this, and 
no, not the this in my hand. | mean the this that's currently welded to Uli's knee, looking comfortable, and safe. 


And at home. 


What | would give to, just once, have those eyes look at me without fear, without pretence - filled with sex, 


lust and a few other deadly sins I'm sure | can come up with - given time. 

Fuck, just the chance to feel his fingers in my hair - what's left of it - feel them slide over my face, stroking 
the pitted skin, not flinching at the feel of scars or the reminder of pain they'll always bring, then across my 
pecs, pinching at my nipples. 


Feeling his tongue follow the same route, biting at the skin, at me, travelling down to lap at any flesh he can 


find, lapping the moisture from my cock, sliding his mouth down, swallowing me in wet heat, moving- 
Oh fuckkkkkkkkk. 


Well, the hard on problem is solved 


‘I'm gonna make you talk to me 


l'm gonna take you, so talk to me" 


| can't believe | did that. Well, actually yeah, | can. Fuck knows, it's been years since I've known the feeling of 


my hand on my cock as well as | have done, lately. 

| ain't thinking at all, if | can help it. It was thinking that had me jerking off, five minutes ago. 

Next topic, James. 

The water's cold over my wrists and even colder against my face. I'm not that drunk any more. Fuck 

Okay, pull yourself together, Hetfield, now that you've pulled yourself off. Get back in there and get drunk! 
Sir! Yes, Sir! 

| need another drink. Some sanity would be a good thing too. 

"So tear me open, pour me out 

There's things inside that scream and shout 

And the pain still hates me 

So hold me, until it sleeps." 

This is not what | need to come back in on Kirk has decided it would be a bloody fine idea to turn around so 
that he's facing Lars and straddle his legs. And no, he's not doing this really soft, slow bump and grind against 


Lars‘ thighs. Whatever would give you that idea? 


Nope, not bothering with the glass this time. Oh yeah, drinking girlie, pansy, bubble crap from the bottle, way 
to go, Hetfield. 


Oh looky. Jason's getting all in to the music, eyes closed, foot tapping.Lars has his tongue down Kirk's throat: 
Hello sofa, mind if | sit and drink a while? 

Oh fuck me. 

"Wish | may 

Wish | might 


Have this | wish tonight." 


Well, if wishing would get me Kirk, he'd be on my lap now, and he would have been there for roughly the last, 


Christ knows how many, years. 


Fuck, even when he arrived in New York, all teeth, hair, talent and nerves, he was still fucking incredible - to 


me, at least. 

Of course, Lars hardly thought he was chopped liver, either. Danish dick. 

And yet again, my word for the night is ‘fuck. 

Christ, | am the Mighty Hetfield, he is..well, for crying out loud, he's Kirk Hammett, 

Okay, now he's a new and sure as fuck different Kirk Hammett, but the dorky, scared kid is still under all that? 
Right? Right? 

Yeah | know. 


Even | can't sell that line of thinking when said Kirk has now wrapped himself around Uli's thighs and is 
alternating between brushing his ass on those legs, or his cock against those abs. 


"Excuse me while | tend to how | feel 


These things return to me that seem real." 
Good bottle, nice bottle. 
Dead Lars. 


Shouldn't Jason have cum already? Shouldn't he have gotten over this ‘I-made-this' hard on shit, already? 
Shouldn't Kirk be caressing me with those hips? 


Those hot fucking hips that he just had to go and make hotter with flames that streak from his groin, searing 
his flesh, heating him and burning me. What wouldn't | give for just five minutes of being able to touch them, 
stroke them with my fingers, feel his skin beneath mine - by choice for a change, not because somebody 
dictated a set of circumstances where he had to touch me. 


I'd given even more to be able to taste them, taste him. Taste us. 
IIIIIIII.. need another drink 


"L am the blood 
| am release 
Come make me pure 


Bleed me a cure" 


It's official. | am now sleeping here tonight. Moving involves muscles | don't think | have control over any more. 
"The man takes another bullet.” 

In the brain, please? 

Nope, Kirk wasn't content to just raise himself high enough to rock against Lars’ chest, it's his fucking face 
now. Yes folks, Kirk's cock is a fucking inch away from Lars' mouth. No, I'm sorry, it is brushing against Lars’ 
mouth. Lars’ puckering, tongue-licking mouth. And fuck, Kirk's playing with his shirt, dragging it up, rubbing the 
silk into his body, stroking flame tips, thumbing hips.. 

Fuck, fuck, fuck- 

"Fuck!" 

And Lars turns ever so sweetly, pillowing his head against Kirk's groin. 

"Problem, Het?" 

Not if you spontaneously combust. 

"Nothing dick, I'm just wishing we had something resembling real alcohol." 

I'm grumbling and that's lame. You expected me to jump and scream ‘hands off he's mine’? 

Yeah, okay so | thought about it. 

"Sure Het, if you say so." 

If | could move, I'd thump him. 


If | could move, I'd leave. With Kirk slung over one shoulder. 


"Such a Burden to be 


The poor mistreated me." 


Nobody loves me, everybody hates me, think I'll go and eat worms. | am so going to kill Jason for making me 


watch Rugrats. And yes, the prick did tie me down and force me. 
Oh, just shut up. 


"Ain't gonna give no more 


Ain't got the time to help you score 


| think its time you pleased yourself.” 


I've been pleasing myself and it's fuck all fun. Unless you count the times my hand wasn't the scared mangled 
mess it is. It was these long, almost delicate fingers that were the colour of burnt gold. 


Burnt gold? 


Sweet fuck, since when do | turn into a cheesy romance writer when I'm drunk? Yet another thing that is 


Kirk's fault 

Don't you fucking dare apply logic to that statement: 

'Let my heart go’ 

How the fuck can he let something go that he has know idea he has? Yes, | am admitting it, no, not to anybody 
else - to myself, is bad enough, thank you very fucking much, but | love flake, guitarist, and all round fruit 


cake, Kirk Hammett. 


How do | get myself into these messes? Self analysing while drunk is nothing that even comes close to a good 


idea. 


Even if it is easier. ‘Cos you can lie to yourself in the morning, tell yourself there's no fucking way that was 


anything more the drunken ‘I love you man's‘ that Lars has taken to a whole new art form, over the years. 
And yeah, some mornings | can even believe it - for a whole five minutes. 

| think | almost loved him that morning in New York. | know | loved him when Lars held him and he bled tears 
over Cliff. Yeah, | hurt him then, but you think about it, can you think of a better way for me to hurt myself, 
than rip into the one thing | wanted so badly to protect? 

Every flinch seared my soul. Every tear ripped at my seams. Every bruise reminded me. 


| am not worthy. 


Now would be a really good time for another drink. 


"When l'm branded 

This mark of shame 

Should | look down disgraced 

Or straight ahead 

And know that you must blame." 


“That's enough, Het." 


Hello? 

It takes three blinks to make Jason come into focus. He's holding my bottle of bubbly shit and he's deciding I've 
had enough? Who gave him permission to remember how to use his balls? Who told him he had balls in the 
first place? 

Why aren't | screaming blue bloody murder at him? 


Because he's right. 


Shit, somebody check for locusts, famine, drought and all that other ‘the end cometh’ crap. I'll tell you later if 
its because Jason's right, or because | actually admitted it. Nope, won't be admitting that out loud, either. 


So | grunt. 

Then almost laugh at the look of sheer ‘shit-l-got-away-alive' relief that passes over his face. 

Why almost? 

Because blinking brought Kirk and Lars back into focus, as well. 

Well, we're back to fuck me. Because Kirk is damn near fucking Lars. 

If Lars did move his head at any time while | was doing the inner-self shit, it's now back, face first, in Kirk's 
crotch. And by the way Kirk has his hands tangled in Lars’ hair, holding him still as he rocks his hips from side 
to side, brushing against hard thighs, then standing back up; all the while letting Lars’ mouth drag from groin 
to sternum and back again; the last thing Kirk's gonna do, is complain. 

Now | wanna kill Jason for taking away the bottle. 

"You going to hog Kirk all night, Uli?" 


Now I'm just going to kill Jason because he's breathing. But, of course he is joking. Isn't he? 


Kirk obviously doesn't care, because he's slinking towards Jason Kirk's obviously has too much to drink himself, 


though | don't quite remember him with a glass in his hand, all that much.. 
Jason falls back into his chair, covering his eyes with his hand. But still Kirk rolls his hips. 
All in all, Jason gets a much tamer version of the grind That doesn't mean he doesn't have to bleed though. 


"Now they all pray 


Blood stain wash away." 

They'll come out. Eventually. 

"Do Het now." 

Fuck? Do Het? 

Kirk shakes his head, then moves back towards Lars. 

"Go on, Hamlet, don't leave James out" 

Why exactly is Lars urging his lover in my direction? 

| can't hear what Lars says next, but he's nodding at me and gently pushing at Kirk's hip. 

Black eyes start at my boots, wandering up my legs. Its my imagination that has them lingering on my groin 
The blood rushing to my cock is something | can only wish was my imagination. | feel his gaze like an actual 
touch on my chest and | put everything | have into not panting - or at least, not panting out loud. 

When those eyes are finally turned to mine, l'm expecting to see laughter. | don't. Why not? 

"Wanna be done, James?" 

Wanna push my tongue back into my mouth? 


| think | nodded, but don't quote me on that. 


The quiet beat begins its rise and Kirk slowly slides towards me. Just as the first loud beat hits, he quietly 


murmurs to me, "You can't touch, James." 

Shit. 

The drums keep pounding and the roll of his hips begins. There's no touching. *I'm* not allowed, but Kirk's not 
touching me, either - or himself, for that matter. His hands are clasped behind his head, and his eyes are now 
closed. 


For want of a better term, | guess he just starting to feel his way. 


"And now | wait my whole lifetime for you 


And now | wait my whole lifetime for you" 


| fucking swear, my eyes are glued to the sway of his hips. If this is all there is to this lap dance, I'd almost 


die fucking happy. Just having him there, close enough to touch..oh yeah, | should have stopped drinking about 
half a bottle before | did 


Just a wee bit maudlin there, James? 


| ride the dirt, | ride the tide for you 


| search the outside, search inside for you." 


I'd search anything or anywhere for Kirk, but not..right.now. The beat is getting stronger and Kirk's movement, 
with it. His eyes are still closed, his hands haven't moved, but those hip bones are dipping with the roll down, 
and each one brings him closer and closer to touch me. It's not flesh on flesh, like it is when my hand is 


wrapped around my cock, but right now? Who the fuck cares. 


"To take back what you left me 
| know I'll always burn to be 
The one who seeks so | may find 


And now | wait my whole lifetime." 


He knows this bit. It's where the guitars come in He can feel it. No, that wouldn't be me jumping at the first 
tentative touch of his ass against my knees, and that's defiantly not me drooling as he releases his hands, then 
drags them forward through his hair, then running the pads of his fingers over his face, to his mouth. Sweet 
Fuck, his mouth. His pinkies rest on his bottom lips for nothing more than a beat or two, then start to slide in, 
then out, of that mouth. Each gesture timed to perfection to match those make-me-whimper pelvic thrusts. 


Fuckkkkkkkk. 


"Outlaw torn 


Outlaw torn 


And I'm torn" 


No, he's not content to merely run the silk against his torso, this time. Though he does a mighty fine job of 
that, as his lips finally let his fingers go and they slide down. Down, over collarbones, pecs, nipples, abs and 


you're left in no way doubting that Kirk adores the feel of silk. 
No, this time, the show doesn't end 


"So on | wait my whole lifetime for you 


So on | wait my whole lifetime for you." 


He's finding that bass beat and holding it, holding himself just far enough off my legs for the touches to be 
anything more than a whisper. His travelling fingers come to rest on the bottom button of his shirt, then I'm 


pinned under a black onyx stare. 


‘Watch me; he mouths. 
| so didn't have to be told to do that. 


Each button gives with grace and ease. Each button reveals more skin. More skin I'd kill to touch, to lick, to 
kiss, to bite. Fuck me, did | actually say | wouldn't touch? Though right now, just watching him touch himself is 
way more than enough. Despite the fact that I've drunk more than | should have and already jerked off once, | 


can feel my cock growing again. 
And every breath, every movement, every touch Kirk gives, makes or takes, just adds to the heat. 


Fuck, | wanna reach out and pull him to me, claim him. | wanna let my eyes close and give myself over the 


feeling of being touched by him. 
| do nothing, but sit and watch. 


"The more | search, the more my need for you 


The more | bless, the more | bleed for you." 
If he just keeps this up, I'll bleed ever drop of blood | have, for him. 


"You make me smash the clock and feel 


I'd rather die behind the wheel." 
Fuck, the fingers are back in his mouth. 


"Time was never on my side 


So on | wait my whole lifetime." 
This lifetime, next - | don't fucking care. If there's a chance he'll end up mine, I'll wait. And wait. 
And wait. 


"Outlaw torn 
Outlaw torn 


Yeah, I'm outlaw torn 


And I'm torn" 


Christ almighty, there's a wet finger, trailing down his chin, leaving a line | know I'd beg to follow with my 
tongue - if | could remember how to make my muscles move. He's moving, forward, up, onto the sofa, onto 
me. Not once does he fault as he slides toward me, not stopping until his knees are pressed hard against my 
thighs. | know there's no way he can not feel the press of my cock against my fly. But he's not cringing from 
it, from anything. 


Those eyes still have me nailed. 

That ass is being ground into me. 

Now his shoulders are joining in the roll. His shirt falls down, trapping his arms tight to his body, but that 
finger still drifts down, over, across, until it finds the black beaded nipple it obviously knew it was headed for 
all along. The wet fingertip drags one way, the fingernail flicks the other. 

Back. Forth. 

Bump. Grind. 

| am going to come in my pants. It's just a question of when, really. 

The no touching rule doesn't work both ways, | guess. The hand not teasing at his chest, starts to walk up 
mine. Kirk wouldn't know a direct route if it bit him in the ass, because there isn't a fucking inch of my chest 
Kirk doesn't touch. 

I've never cursed the fact I'm wearing clothes, any more than | am right now. 

And no, | don't just mean my t-shirt. 

With each sway of his hips, he moves closer to mine. Closer to being able to grind his cock to mine. 


Fuck, he's hard. Why hadn't | noticed that before? Was it Lars? Please, was it me? 


He's given up his shirt now. It only hangs from one arm. The arm belonging to the hand learning every muscle 


of my torso. The other hand slides up my arm, over my shoulder and into my hair. 
He's leaning forward. l'm breathing his breath. 
Fuck. 


"(Hear me) 
And if | close my mind in fear 


Please pry it open” 
Hard cock touches hard cock. 


"(See me) 
And if my face becomes sincere 


Beware." 


Pinching fingers find my nipple through cloth. 

"(Hold me) 

And when | start to come undone 

Stitch me together." 

There's a tongue lapping at my lips. 

"(Save me) 

And when you see me strut 

Remind me of what left this outlaw torn" 

He's not stopping or slowing. The music controls him and yet leaves me paralysed. Each touch, stroke, thrust, 
grind matches a note, a beat, the guitar, the bass, the drum. Building, as the music does, gaining momentum, 
strength. 

Gaining on me. 

Fuck. My eyes drift closed. Fuck 

"Fuckkkkkkl" 

| finally gather the wits | need to grab hold of him. 

And he's gone. 

Off my lap. | open my eyes to see leather clad ass leaving though a closing door. 

Anybody care to tell me what just happened? 

No? 


| need to go clean myself up. 


And to find something to drink 


